p————

«DESPISED AND REJECTED OF MEN:”
ARTIST’S SERMON,

—Literary Digest.
'SIGISMUND GOETZE'S PAINTING OF CHRIST, AT THE
: ROYAL ACADEMY, LONDON.
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At the exhibition of the Royal Academy in London, the great
canvas by-%igismund Goetz, entitled “Despised and Rejected of
Men,” has created an artistic sensation. It is declared to be a
“powerful and terribly realistic presentment of Christ” in a modern
setting, and is described by a writer in The Christian Commonwealth
(London) as follows: !

“Those who have seen the picture will realize the impossibility
of giving even a faint idea of its power and awful significance. In
the center of the canvas is the Christ, standing on a pedestal, bound
with ropes, while on either side passes the heedless crowd. A
prominent figure is 4 richly dressed priest, proudly conscious of the
perfection of the ritual with which he is starving his higher life.
Over the shoulder of the priest looks a stern-faced divine of a very
different type. Bible in hand, he turns to look at the divine figure,
but the onlooker is conscious that this stern preacher of the letter
of the Gospel his missed its spirit, and is as far astray as the priest
whose ceremonial is to him anathema. The startled look on the
face of the hospital nurse in the foreground is very realistic; so is

the 'absorption of the man of science, so intent on the contents of

his test-tube that he has not a glance for the Christ at his side.
One of thc most striking figures is that of the thoughtless beauty
hurrying from one scene of pleasure to another, and spurning the
sweet-faced little ragged child who is offering a bunch of violets.
In rejecting the plea of the child we know that the proud woman
is rejecting the Christ who has identified himself forever with the
least of these little ones. The only person in the whole picture
who has found time to pause is the mother seated on the steps of
the pedestal with her baby in her arms, and we can not but feel
that when she has ministered to theé wants of her child she will
spare a moment for the Lover oi little children who is so close to
her. In the background stands an angel with bowed liead, holding
the cup which the world He loved to the death is still compelling
the Christ to drink, while a cloud of angel faces look down upon
the scene with wonder, As the visitor turns away he is haume}_l
with the music of Stainer’s ‘Crucifixion,’” ‘Is is nothing to you,
.all ye that pass by?”
" The Christian Herald (New York) says: “This allegory—
which a critic has aptly called ‘a painted sermon’—is applicable to
conditions in any part of the civilized world. It is a picture to study
deeply and to ponder about, in order that the full force of the lesson
it teaches may be understood.”
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Important Lesson About
Good Butter

Keep vour butter in the ice chest when not on the table.
Don’t let it get soft. The best butter made will not be so good
if allowed to become soft. We deliver our butter frozen hard
and in cardboard cartons which keep it from contact with
other foods in the ice chest.

To have the best, use

Crystal Springs Butter|

Metropolitan Meat Co., Ltd.

Telephone Main 45.
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{Continued from Page 5.)
“But yvou seem to do it for him,” sald
the Captain.
“I don't suppose my opinion matters

particularly.”

“Well, it was enough to bring :ne
from England,” said the (Captain.
“What you think or don’t think has
suddenly become of great importance
to many people.”

“Don’t you think {t is about time
to tell me why?* she asked. “You
have hinfed and hinted till I feel like
a person in a detective story—and I
no sooner seem to touch something
than you continue it in the next num-
ber.”

“Did—Bill—ever tell you of his first
cousin, Lord Tranton?’ =

“Only that he held down the ftitle
and was the dead image of the post-
master at Watsonville., Never passes
there bui he says: ‘Look at that tal-
low-faced, wall-eyed old——"""

“Hush,” said the Captain.
Tranton is dead.”

“Dead!"

“His two sons with him, and Lady
Grace Morrison—William'’s aunt, you
know. All killed in the terrible lift ac-
cident at Fhe Hotel des Hesperides in
Nlce." Il

“Well, T am sgorry,” she said, as An-
struther gazed steadfastly at her as
though expecting she knew not what.
“Sorry for anybody that gets killed,
vou know—especially in an elevator.
But, as I didn’t know them, you can't
expect me to feel very bad about it,

*“Lord

lean you?"

“Don’t you realize how- it will aifect
William 7"

“Gh, hell be terribly cut up about
ll:lis aunt/ She was the only person
i who was ever kind to him. * The only
one in England he ever wrote to—or
who wrote to him.” >

“This makes him TLord Tranton,”
{ said the Captain,

“I suppose it does,”
| had never thou#ht of th

“We've thought of it
sajid Anstruther,

“Lord Tranton,"” she repeated. “Then
won't his—his wife—be Lady Tran-
ton?"

“That’'s just it, you see,” said the
Captain. “She will be Lady Tranton.”

“What do you mean by %Ht'?" sald
the girl

“You'll hardly believe,it,”” said the
Capta‘.in. disregarding her question,
“but for a time we didn't know where
under the sun to find him. They, some-
body, said about Lady Grace, you
krow—I believe it was her maid or
housekeeper—and we went over al] her
lexters to try and get track of him.”

““Well, vou've succeeded,” she remark-
ed as he hesitated,

"“We got on the track of something
else,” he went on significantly. It
seemed—Iindeed there was no doubt
about it—his affections—er—were se-
riously engaged—er—td a young lady
_or_b.

“Me, I suppose?”
calmly.

“Yes, you,” he returned, “though it
is only falr to William to say that his
letters were expressed—er—with con-
siderable reserve—with what you might
call perfeet respect, you know, and all
that kind of thing.”

“Of course, I know that,” she ex-
claimed.

“It was very
Captain,

“Who for? For you or the young
lady or Bill?"

The Captain tugged at his yellow
mustache,

“I must really beg vour indulgence,”
he said at last. "I am sure the very
last thing in the world I wish to do
iz to offend you. I had hoped, as I
told you, to discuss /the matter first
with wyour father.”

“We'll just leave Pa out.,” she said.
“It's me that BIill's in love with—not
Pa.”

“Still it's very awkward,” murmur-
ed the Captain. “Very awkward.”

“So you read Bill’s letters and got
quite discouraged,” she said, smiling.

“He seemed on the verge of com-

she said.

L2

good deal,”

CII

she -said quite

alarming,” said the
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EXTRA PONY

BOURBON WHISKEY

Oak Valley Distilling Co.,
-z COVINGTON, KY.

This celebrated brand of Whiskey
distilled"to suit the Pacific Coast and Hawaiian Island
trade. It is made from the very best Grain grown
in the most favored region of Kentucky, best adapted
for that purpose. All prominent physicians recom-
mend it for medicinal and family use on account of
its purity and excellence. SEE THAT YOU ONLY
BUY THE GENUINE ARTICLE to be recognized
by the Cork and Bottle being branded with our firm
name; put up in cases containing 1 dozen quarts,

BRAUNSCHWEIGER & CO., Inc., San Francisco.

FELD & CO., LTD.
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went on briskly, “the people here have
your true interests at heart. DBelleve
me, there can be no lasting happiness
in a union that involves a great in-
equality of station. It is currently
said that a man raises his wife to
his own level, but a knowledge of the
waorld teaches us that only too often
he—er—sinks to hers.”

“Bill seems quite satisfied to sink,”
she returned. “In fact he’s been in
a panic lest he wouldn't get the
chance.”

“The Bill of vesterday and the Bill
of today are two different men,” said
, the Captain. “He has now a great
place to fill. He becomes the head of
one of the proudest and most aristo-
¢ratic families in England. It would
be too unutterably sad if he falled in
the duty he owes both to his class and
to his rank.”

“His class and his rank never bother-
ed very much about him out here,” she
sald. “'They seemed quite happy in fact
to be guit of him. He might have
atarved to death for all they cared.”

“I know we lay ourselves open to thst
imputation,” went on the Captain, in
a tone of depressed suavity. *“But, as
the dear Duke said in the family coun-
c¢il we held at Holderton Abbey, ‘Cir-
cumstiances alter cases.””

“It’s not Bill they're thinking about,”
she said; “it's their noble and splendid
selves."

“They cannot very well detach them-
selves from the affair, even if they
would,” continued the Captain. *“Tran-
ton’s disgrace Is necessarily theirs.”

“If the dear Duke doesn't want to
know me, he needn’t,”” she retorted,
with a heightened color. *If he doesn’t
want to play in my yard he can al-
ways have the aristocratic privilege of
staying out.”

**Then there's the dowager Lady Tran-
ton,” sald the Captain; *“Bill's step-
mother.”

“She too then,” said the girlL

“She really feels it more than any-
body,” sighed the Captain. "“The same
name, yvou know—the possibility of mis-
takes being made—the inevitable con-
fusion of—"

“It's just what you said before, Cap-
tain,” she exclaimed mockingly. “It's
too unutterably sad, isn't it?”

“I know I am expressing myself very
badly,” he said. *“I told them at the
time they ought to choose somebody
better fitted for the task than I. But
the dear Duke was so peremptory, and
Lady Tranton cried on my =shoulder,
and the memory of a life-long obliga-

tion naturally turned the scale—and so

here T am, and making a terrible mess

mitting an—er—irrevocable mistake,” |nr it, just as Whitcombe said I would.”

said the Captain,
“Is that how you'd describe his mar-
r¥ing me?” she asked.
,  There was a pause.
“Frankly—yes,” said the Captain,
i “There are people here whg think

: other way,"” she remarked,

"Then, my dear young lady,” he

“It was certainly a long way to come

:_just to talk to a girl,"” she =aid.

“And then to do it so badly,” added
the Captain.

“I ean't see that t's any of their

: 'businsvss.” she exclaimed.
i the irrevocable mistake might be the |
|

offer—induce-
with embar-

“I was charged to
ments,” said the Captain
rassment.

What sort of induce- |

be a little

| “Inducements? The Captain slowly took fack the
er—of a monetary nature.” “1 suppose there is nothing ore to

“Whitcombe said T was to begin at'chievously. 1 think it’s zbout time
i leave off at?"

A JOEL THAT DID NOT PAY,

“The fact is—er—the dear Duke

The Captats: hung his Hicall: apprenticeship pranks: “About a thou-
marked cruelly. jthe trade, in common with three Other
anything,” said the Captain. dividual of about nineteen, from one
(it's worth to you. Bill's worth lots of a smile—couldn’t have smiled for a
Ithe Captain hesitatingly. “That is, on,| *“We went to the village druggist and

“Where's the thing for me to sign® | imported it for the village doctor. The
a large, important-looking document niont and we got this man—Nicoderhus
with his big hands. It was beautifully bed. He lived'in a little one-storeyed '

c - $4 5 - = ~ .
like it when it was new. 8he lay back self. We enjoysd the result in the light
tention. Bill was renounced with a e

“he possible congequenges  we
head to his heels; renounced awake or |, .
his reason, and sends him screeching
alive or dead, positévely and explicitly, | -
| Bverybody was afraid. By-and-by it

Bill without violating two whole pages @t we had better go at once and see
of different kinds of penalties; and the €4 through the window. That long-
ure and the High. Court of Chancery. !a8nd between the bites he played a tune
Jackdaw of Rheims. and gimeracks and striped candy. He
had been watching her out of the cor- ’ “The druggist’'s fifty-dollar skeleton
such care and patience. couldn’t have railsed that fifty dollars

“T wouldn’t give up Bill for all the and board for the second year, and both
| wouldn't give Bill up if vou threw in ¢

2 machine might make

ey and the Tower of London and the ! your horse run.” Farmer Oatmeal—

ments?” Declaration of Independence and fold-
“Oh I am almost ashamed to say— ed it ub.
“Well, you ought to be,” she sald. be #aid,” he remarked.
“How much?" | “On, but there is,” she retorted mis-
five thousand pounds." | to tell you that Bill and I were mars
| “The point is, where were you t0 ried yesterday!”
.
“Ten thousand!” }
“SWhy didn't you say it sooner?”
Mark Twain, at a banquet recently,
thought—er—Whitcombe said 7 told the following story of one of his
“That you might pull it off without?"”
“They must have thought you morelaa“d years ago, approximately, I was
| of a spellbinder than you are,” she re- | apprenticed as a printer's devil %o Jearn
“I told Whitcombe myself I was the boys of about my own ags, There
last man to talk anybody into doing came to the village a long-legged in-
“Well, it's not enough for Bill,” sald |of the interior countles—fish-eyed, no
| the girl. “The price of a thing is what jexpression, and without the suggestion
more than that—to me.” salary. We took him for a fool, and
“I will make it fifteen thousand,” sald, thought we would scare him to death.
'my own personal responsibility, subject porrowed a ‘skeletor. The skeleton did
to confirmation by wire.” not belong fo the druggist, but he had
Shﬁ &5“;‘93: price of the skeleton was fifty dollars.
e drew out from his breast pocketl.“—e borrowed it about nine o'clock at
f;li’}'g""iidh '-"‘; shegp;kln._l It c;"t';akég(:_Dodge was his name—to go down out
¥ &5 he opene and spread it of the way, and then we put it in his
lossy an ars-
ian of Independence must have looked |18 Cabim in 'the juiddie =6is ¥amnt
: p PRy € l00KEed Tot. We left him to get homeé by him-
in the hammock, took a chocolate
cream, and gave it her disdainful at-|Cr Dticipation, but by-and-by we be=
gan to drop into silence,
wealth of legal detail that was posi- viis 1 that
tively bewildering; renounced from his p'e; ng S Buppose , LNt
frightens hiin into madness, overt
sleeping or dining out or sitting up with = R
a sick friend; renounced body and soul, ! through ‘hf: streets? We shall ‘spend
Bleepless nights the rest of gur days.’
for all! time, past, present, or to come.
She couldn’t even say good morning to| Was forced to the lips of one of us
lof it; she couldn't even send him a post- \t’I‘lﬂ.!. had bappened, Loaded down with
card without incurring fourteen lines  ¢Fime we approached the hut and peep-
whole thing was inexplicably intertwin-  legged critter was sitting on the bed
{ed with the Lord Chancellor's: displeas- With a hunk of gingerbread in his hand,
It reminded Helen, in the profuseness ©n & Jew's-harp. ‘There he sat perfect-
of its reprobation, to the curse of the 1¥ happy, and all around him were toys
“You are to sign at the places mark- | had gone and seld that skeleton for five
ed in penecil,” =ajid the Captain, who dollars!
nér of his eye and who took It for a ,was gone. We went in tears to the
good sign that she had read it with |druggist and explained the matter. We
Helen gazed at him and then shook [in 250 years. We were getting board
her head, and clothing for the firat year, elothing
money In England,” she exclaimed. “1 |of them for the third year. But the
"the Crown Jewels! I wouldn't give Chauffeur—"You'd better
him up if yvou added Westminster Ab- | careful, sir. My
Beef-eaters and the place where | “Do tell! Well, 1t"]l be the firet time
Shakespeare was born!” in thirty years'—Chicago News,
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SHOCKING.

Mr. Tagg learns that his daught

»
er 1s going to marry an American, —Life »
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